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Gift 


Author's Notes: 
Merry Christmas everyonel Have a wonderful holiday season ** 


Dead sat in his room, lonely and forlorn. It was Christmas, yet he was shut away in his room away from 
everyone. The others had all gone to spend time with family and friends, leaving Dead completely alone. 


His family was all the way in Sweden.. He had hoped to at least get a letter from his mum, but he had gotten 
nothing. 


He felt totally forgotten.. None of the others really cared about him. If they had, they wouldn't have 
abandoned him on one of the biggest holidays of the year.. Right? 


Dead felt so horrible.. He wondered if he should just cut. A few little tiny cuts would do.. Nothing too deep or 


serious, but enough to sting. 


He realized that he had left his knife downstairs. Internally cursing himself, he darted down the stairs to find 


the blade.. He needed the pain fix. 


Much to his surprise, Dead heard someone opening the door. He figured it would be Euronymous with his 


girlfriend.. He figured he would be kicked out of the house while they had sex. 


He grabbed his knife and walked toward the door, prepared to go into the cold outdoors. Euronymous would be 
grateful that Dead hadn't made a mess in the house. 


Dead walked over to the front door where he was stopped by Necrobutcher. 
"Where are you going with that knife, Pelle?" Necrobutcher inquired, a look of concern in his eyes. 


Dead set down the knife on a nearby counter. "l-Im not going anywhere," he replied, turning around and walking 


away. 
"Pelle, please come back," Necrobutcher said gently. 
Dead turned back around and walked toward Necrobutcher. "What do you want?" he whispered. 


"| didn't want you to be lonely on Christmas, Pelle. | also wanted to give this to you," he said, handing Dead a 
little gift bag. 


Dead fought back tears as he opened the bag and saw a small spiked bracelet with a note, which said, "Merry 


Christmas, Pelle. | wish you knew how much | love you." 


Dead hugged Necrobutcher tightly, sobbing with joy. Necrobutcher hugged Dead back, running his fingers 
through the vocalist's hair. 


"Pelle, | love you so much," Necrobutcher whispered, kissing him on the forehead. 


"l-I love you too," Dead sobbed, clinging onto the bassist. Necrobutcher just held Dead in his arms, gently 
petting his head until he stopped crying. 


